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Now, Eric, change thy plans and ride
With us, thou hast no ties, no bride.

Eric

Nay, ties I have, and time and tide,

Thou knowest, wait for no man;
And I go north; God's blessing shuns
The dwellings of forgetful sons,
That proverb he may read who runs,

In Christian lore or Koman.
My good old mother she hath heard,
For twelve long months, from me no word;
At thought of her my heart is stirred,

And even mine eyes grow moister.
Greet Ursula from me; her fame
Is known to all.   A nobler dame,
Since days of Clovis, ne'er became

The inmate of a cloister.
Our paths diverge, yet we may go
Together for a league or so;
I, too, will join thy band below

When thou thy bugle windest.

[Erio goes out.

Hugo

From weaknesses we stand afar,
On us unpleasantly they jar;
And yet the stoutest-hearted are

The gentlest and the kindest.
My mother loved me tenderly;
Alas ! her only son was I.
I shuddered, but my lids were dry,

By death made orphan newly.
A braver man than me, I swear,
Who never comprehended fear,
Scarce names his mother, and the tear,

Unbidden, springs, unruly.